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DAMN. 
NTI 


MANTICORE 
HERE, STATESMAN. 
4 NO LUCK ON THE 
y STREETS. HOW ARE 
THINGS GOING 
THERE? 


NOTHING 
YET. EVERYONE’S 
GIVING IT THEIR ALL, 
THOUGH, I/LL SAY 
THAT. 


~~~ TRUTH BE 
f TOLD, IT’S NICE 
4 TO SEE EVERYONE 
WORKING ON THE 

SAME GOAL. 


IMAGINABLE... _IF THERE’S 
ANYTHING KEPT ON A HARD 
DRIVE ANYWHERE, 


HE’LL KNOW. 


TAM 
PRIMARILY E RECEMNG 
ADVERTISEMENTS 
STATING THAT I CAN “GET 
MY PREECRIFTIONS 


af eB nN SYNAPSE IS OUT THERE, TRYING TO 


OVER EVERY INCH OF PARAGON CITY ON 
Eaan IT TOLD HIM IT WAS: PSELESS, BUT 
HE’S DETERMINED. 


STATES, I... 


IMMEDIATEL., 


KEEP A GOOD. 
HOUGHT, MANTICORE. 
WE’LL PULL LA ar 
OUT. WE HAVE TO. 


“THE END OF LIFE ON 
JUST PRAY 

PHALANX CAN 

TO THIS BEFO} 


THORNS: BRING SER 
DEMON TO THIS WORLD. 


TESST RFR BER 
HIM Di Br ae OESN’T 


UNDERSTAND AS 5 


ITTLE “OW COULD HE? HOW COULD HE 
OSE NAME 1S JIMMY, 7 OF 
T THINK HE SAID. SOME CO: 


BRING CHAOS TO THE PLANET?” 


CEASE ioe TEARS, BOY! I CANNOT 
ID THE NOISE ONE MORE 
MOMENT? RATHER, BE eon year 
YOU'RE SUCH AN INTEGRAL P/ 
___ OF SOMETHING GRAND. 


HIM Sue, 
CREEP! 


YOU TAKE 
THESE SHACKLES 
OFF ME, AND T’LL 
SHOW YOU WHAT 
THIS: opp MAN 
CAN DO. 


WHAT WAS--? THE HOURS 
OF PREPARATION HAVE 


LEFT MY EYES WEARY, T 
THOUGHT I SAW SPIRITS, 
AND THERE ARE NO. 
SPIRITS INVOLVED IN 

. THIS PART OF THE 


THAT KEE! 
THEM FROM BEING 
SEEN AT A 
DISTANCE. 


PROBABLY ~<— 

HIDES THEIR Se 

THOUGHTS, | 
TOO. 


SAND THEIR 
| MYSTICAL ENERGY 
EMISSIONS... 


I’M... SORRY 
DOUBTED 


“I DON’T KNOW WHAT’S GOING TO 
HAPPEN, VICTORIA, BUT IT LOOKS 
LIKE WE MAY BE TOGETHER SOON. 


= 


T LAT, WAIT FOR THAT, ‘CAUSE aru 


KNOW HOW I’VE MISSED YOU OVE! 
THE LAST FEW YEARS, HONEY. 


4  f = 
i{ “YOU REMEMBER WHEN WE FIRST GOT HITCHED? “AND WHEN I TALKED YOU INTO SEWING J 

I YOUR FOLKS DIDN’T WANT YOU TO HAVE ANY AND W ETHER MY FIRST COSTUME? SWING 

PART OF A SKINNY KID WITH NO PROSPECTS. THOUGHT ME BEING A SUPERHERO WAS 

"| ABOUT AS SCREW & ROTION AS YOU’D 


edhe 


a 
READY...AND 
ABLE, SO HOW 


“ALL RIGHT, FREEDOM 
PHALANX. THIS ONE IS 
coma 


Foor bey YOU THINK YOU COULD 


KILL THEM 
ALL, FOR THE 
GLORY OF THE 

MASTER! 


ste HIM! THE 
IME OF THE 
a THIRTEENTH 
KNELL IS-- 


NO, YOU FOOLS/ WE 
QUTNUMBER THE: 


AH, THE 
TENTACLES. BEEN 


HE POWER TO DEAI 
WITH MY LEVEL OF 
ENERGY. 


»Y (tins 


4 HE--? WHI AM 
I? I'VE BEEN PUT TO. 
SLEEP BY THE THORNS 


Ey WAKE I HONESTLY 
3 DON'T KNOW. BUT 
FROM THE WAY 

THEY/RE MOANING AND 
a ITCHING, 1’D SAY 
M\ THEYRE IN A HELL OF 
THEIR OWN RIGHT 
» NOW. 


WHY WON'T 
TH 


WHAT’S 
«+-AND I’M AFRAID. 
boone Mao BERRY, WE THE PROCESS OF REMOVING 
LIKE-- 4. FERRY THEM WILL BE INFINITELY MORE 
\VE SOME PAINFUL THAN THE ONE THAT 
id | SUPERPOWERS GAVE THEM TO YOU. 


RIGHTFULLY 
OURS... 


flrs INSIDE 
THE MIND OF 
POSITRO! 


& ™ 
Torii RES 
NOTHING: * 


‘© HOLD 
ME TOGETHER! I’M 
JUSTO j 


HELP ME, (iss x 
TATESMAN! Jal aie NO, HELP ME! 
5) BV | MY DAUGHTER HAS 
(ee BEEN ABDUCTED! Jia = 


NOW, WE, NY 
MAY FINALIZE \ 
THE CEREMONY. 
PREPARE FOR THE | 


KNELLS, THESE Apa soRals 
FOOLS ARE 
©) LA [- 


HELPLESS. 


THERE’S SO NG 

MUCH TO DO, AND. 

T CAN NEVER DO IT 
ALL/ NO MATTER 


IDEA. 


HEY! HEY, Va 
YOU, MAGIC 
Guy? 


BELONG TO MY KIND, 


LP 


~ i] } 
Cc) Mn l/ 


f BUT 
ALORA AND Cobra, LIKE HELL/ 
EEROONE OF ME INSIDE! | 


WE STILL— OF GE Ye | 
UT 


NICE, IT SUPPOSE, 
> BUT I’M ME... 4 


SOMETHING’S: 
HAPPENING IN THE 
WAKING WORLD. 

OH, NO. 


NOT, 
Y SURE THIS WILL 
WORK; BUT 

BACK AT HQ, 

MANTICORE SAID. 
SOMETHING ABOUT 
R. 

HE’S A MOUTH, 
BUT SOMETIMES 
MAYBE HE’S GOT 
THE RIGHT IDEA. , 


y 


COME, 
MASTER, 
COME INTO 
THIS WORLD, 
AND LET ALL 
Be OW! 


OW _DOWN 
BEFORE 
(OU! 


I WAS 
SOMEONE BEFORE 
THE TORTURE CREY 
PUT ME THROUGH, AND 
T’LL KEEP BEING 
SOMEONE... 


ITTLE 


1 WHAT 
CAN. ALITTLE OR 
ALOT, BUT IT ALL 
ERS. 


ING, AY 
MaKe SOMPTEING ; . SUPEREOMES, Fox 


GROW. ANYTHING 
TO... 


a 


DONE FINE, 
KID, LET IT 
GO. 


eae GUES: 
I TRY. AND I’M 
GOING vine: EEE 


YOULL BE 
THE SAME ‘SACK O} 
PUCKS oe “ALWAYS 


HAVE BEEN, POS. NOW 
PULL IT TOGETHER, 
BUDDY. 


NOT THE TIME, 
OPPENHEIMER, WE 
HAVE TO_GET 


WSS 


AH, GOOD, I WAS CITADEL, Wears HAPRENING? 
HOEING YOU’D THE RE: SL Sie 


YOU SEE, WHILE T HAVE 
ITY T 


EACH TIME I Steer. 
cave WE IT BECAME oe 
HERE, T DECIDED. iS Nee Tee 
EADING A GRAM FROM 
MY ree aes, DREAMS, 


WHAT T COULD 
DISCERN. 


Wo D/ IT CAN 
BRING US OUT 
OF THIS... ss 


“I CAN SEE THE PHALANX 


“THIS MANIAC STRIKES THE 
GONG THREE MC tigers TIME: 


TAKE THE STRAIN... 


Xi BABY, THIS OL’ HEART COULDN’T 
~ TAKE THE STRAIN fa I DIDN’T DO THE 
RIGHT THING NOW. 


ALMOST BACK. . 

CONSCIOUSNESS. 5 
HANG ON, a a 
PEOPLE! ” 


ef LEARNED A ERICK LONG 
NED HOW TO 


IOLID OBJ S, iS 
rs LIKE RIDING A BIKE...” 


fa 


FOR A MITE 
LONGER. 


~ CITADEL, 
YOU UP FOR A 
NUMBER 177 


I MOP UP THE 
LOT OF “EM WITH A 
STUNNER ARROW. 

YES! 


I BELIEVE 
THE PHRASE 
& “LOOK OUT 


THANKS FOR THE Save, 
PSYCHE. BETCHA HE’S 
DREAMING ABOUT A 
LADY BEHEMOTH IN A 
STRAPLESS € EVENING £ 
— 


YES/ THAT’S THE. 
LAST OF THEM. WE 
DID Te DID 


WELL, AS LONG 
AS THE JOB GOT. 
DONE. THAT’S WHAT 

ERS. 


y AS 

LONG AS RIGHT 

BEATS WRONG... 
EVERY TIME. 


WELL, IT SURE DID THIS 
ME TIME LATER, TIME. A FOOD BANK, 
KING’S ROW. URRICULUM, US 
NEIGHBORHOOD. OR OGRAN OUTREACH 
PLACE REALLY HAS 


LADIES AND GENTLEMAN, THANKS. 
FOR COMING OUT TODAY To HELP US 
DEDICATE TH ERFUL NEW 
BUILDING -- THE CYRUS THOMPSON 
COMMUNITY CENTER! 


ING WHAT HAD. 
DONE. BUT ISN’T THAT 
~ WHAT A HERO IS? 


. SOMEONE WHO PUTS: 
“IN Ri, TIME, AND_THE 
MAKE A 


BETTER EXISTENCE 
FOR US ALL. 


The Call Came Too Late 
By D. Heikes 


“You act without honor,” Shadow Pain said, her 
tail twitching behind her. A dark shroud covered 
the small woman's face, her three eyes peering out 
from underneath, but what held the attention of 
the Tsoo gathered before her was the three feet of 
gleaming steel she held. 

“Honor is an outdated concept,” Swift Steel 
replied. “The men who worked here thought they 
would withhold payment to 
the Tsoo. You see the results 
of such foolishness.” 

Moving through the 
warehouse without making a 
sound, nearly invisible to the 
untrained eye, she had seen 
the results, The call from 
her contact asking Shadow 
Pain to investigate the rumor 
of a Tsoo raid had come too 
late. Shapiro Imports was 
now littered with the bod- 
ies of employees cut down 
by blades, arrows, or simply 
physically beaten to death. 
She had hoped to find some- 
one left alive that she could 
save, but had not been so 
lucky, Continuing through 
the carnage, she had found the 
Tsoo boss in the loading bay 
near the back of the building. Leaping from the 
break room on the second floor, Pain had landed 
effortlessly in front the boss. 

“AIL see is a group of butchers.” 

Swift Steel barked out a loud order, and the rest of 
the gang members rushed into the room, bring- 
ing his group to nearly twenty. ‘The rasp of Swift 
Steel’s Katana freeing itself from its scabbard was 
followed by several more as his men fanned out 
behind him. A Sorcerer and an Ancestor Spirit 
were among the Red Ink Men and the Dragon and 
Eagle Enforcers. 

“These butchers are the last thing you will ever 
see.” Swift Steel proclaimed. 

“T don’t think so,” a voice said from above. 
The Tsoo turned as one to find PhoenixHawk 
hovering above them. Blue arcs of power flashed 
around the hero's red and white leather clad body. 
Orphaned during the initial strike of the Rikti 
War, PhoenixHawk and Shadow Pain, then Aaron 
Christensen and Marissa England, had been the 
only survivors from the Air Force Base upon which 
they lived. Both carrying mutant genes, the differ- 
ences that set them apart from other children had 


drawn them together, forming a familial brother/ 
sister bond. Now they fought together, alongside 
several other heroes under PhoenixHawk’s banner, 
known as the Onami Strike Force. 

Over the railing several more heroes leapt to stand 
beside Shadow Pain. Thauma Guard, a towering 
ebony skinned woman, wove protective force field 
spells around the others, dark tendrils of power 
seething about her arms. 

A smaller woman clad in white landed next to 
Thauma. Skida Marink spread her hands low, 
and a green aura enveloped the other heroes, 


increasing their natural ability to heal. Skida’s 
husband, Celsius Bane, barely visible behind the 
shield of flames that surrounded him, landed next 
to her. Together the couple led the ArchAngels of 
the Apocalypse, a group that often fought side by 
side with the Onami Strike Force. 

“Five against twenty,” Celsius said. “Not bad 
odds.” 

“That one is mine,” Shadow Pain said, nod- 
ding her head in the direction of Swift Steel. 

“Good enough,” Celsius said, and leapt over 
Swift Steel to land amidst his followers, He spread 
his hands wide, and a circle of flames leapt up 
around him. The Tsoo in melee range scrambled 
to get out of the burning patch. 

Thauma Guard opened a rift of dark power 
around the retreating Tsoo, catching several in 
ethereal tentacles, holding them in the flames. 
The Tsoo struggled to in vain to free themselves 
from the howling horrors that wrapped themselves 
around their legs. 

Arrows flew from the far side of the flames at 
the heroes, one passing close to Shadow Pain. She 
flicked her Katana across her body, cutting the 


arrow in two, then shimmered into near non-exis- 
tence. 

“Your paltry ability to avoid being seen won't 
work against me.” Swift Steel exploded towards 
the hero at blinding speed. Shadow Pain threw 
herself at the Tsoo boss with equal speed, the two 
coming together in a crash of blades. Moving 
faster than the eye could follow, the two swords 
masters cut and slashed back and forth, and the 
sound of steel ringing on steel filled the room. 

PhoenixHawk threw a barrage of cerulean 
energy blasts into the gang members, sending 
them flying like rag dolls. Arrows flew at the hero, 


but the force fields surrounding him turned the 
projectiles away. 

Celsius Bane was locked in combat with the 
Ancestor Spirit. The Tanker’s hands lashed out 
with devastating strength, only to have similar at- 
tacks returned by the Spirit. The concussion waves 
from the enormous strength of the two power- 
houses knocked away several Tsoo who had tried 
to rush the embattled hero. 

‘Two of the Red Ink Men rushed Phoenix- 
Hawk, leaping high, hitting the hovering Blaster 
with a pair of solid flying kicks and knocking him 
to the ground. The Tsoo were considerably faster 
than he was in hand to hand combat, and their 
hands and feet rained down blows that staggered 
him back several steps. Stars flashed before his 
eyes, but the pain and disorientation quickly 
passed as Skida’s healing aura washed over him. 
Lashing out with a cone of energy, he sent the two 
Ink Men flying backwards, then hit both with 
hard energy blasts before they could regain their 
feet, taking them out of the fight. 

The Tsoo Thauma had caught in her spell 
finally succumbed to the leaching effect of the 
howling things wrapped around their legs. More 
fell to the burning patch Celsius Bane kept up 
around himself. 

The Sorcerer moved in to heal his companions, 
but PhoenixHawk sent him sprawling with a shove 


of raw power. Concentrating, building a surge of 
power within him, PhoenixHawk hit the Sorcerer 
in the chest with a devastating blast before the 
‘Tsoo could regain his feet. The Sorcerer landed in 
an unmoving heap. 

Celsius was knocked from his feet by a strong 
overhand smash by the Spirit, but the dam- 
age done to the hero was mitigated by Thauma 
Guard’s force fields, and by Skida’s healing aura. 
Kicking back to his feet, Celsius lashed out with 
a blade of Fire, the flames exploding around the 
Spirit's vaporous body. The Spirit fell back, trying 
to phase shift out of existence, but Bane followed 
it too quickly, slamming his fist into the being and 
knocking it too from the fight. 

Around the group of heroes the Tsoo lay scat- 
tered, strewn amongst swords and bows, throwing 
stars and caltrops. Only Swift Steel remained. 

Facing each other, breathing hard yet never 
losing eye contact, Shadow Pain and the Tsoo boss 
slowly circled, oblivious to the destruction around 
them. 

“You're done,” Pain said. “Lay down your 
weapon.” 

“Again you hold to outdated concepts,” Steel 
said. 

“And you have forgotten your roots. Honor 
and integrity will never be outdated.” 

“Wow, this is too macho, even for me,” Cel- 
sius Bane said. He started toward the villain, but 
PhoenixHawk stopped him. 

“This is her fight. Let her finish it.” 

Again Shadow Pain and Swift Steel flung 
themselves at each other, clashing like Titans, cut- 
ting and spinning, dodging and blocking. Finally 
Shadow Pain landed a vicious upper cut, lifting 
Swift Steel from his feet. Reversing the grip on her 
Katana, she brought the hilt down on the boss's 
skull before he had even hit the floor. When he 
did, he lay still. 

Sheathing her sword, Shadow Pain looked 
around her at the bodies of the unconscious Tsoo 
and their victims. 

“T don’t feel much like a hero today.” 

‘The police arrived as the heroes were exiting 
the warehouse. PhoenixHawk warned them of the 
carnage the Tsoo had left, then hovered up in front 
of the large sign that advertised Shapiro Imports. 
Summoning the energy from within him, he con- 
centrated it in his hand until his fingers glowed a 
deep blue. He drew his fingers across the sign, and 
they left dark scarred lines behind them, a cresting 
wave, the symbol of the Onami Strike Force. 

“That will let the Tsoo know we were here,” 
he said. 

Shadow Pain nodded. “Good, I want them to 
know that I’m watching.” 
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TOMORROW 


FACETS. 


SPITE 
YOUR USUAL 
CRYPTIC SPEECH, I 
BELIEVE I ACTUALLY 
UNDERSTOOD MOST, 
OF THAT. 


WILL FREE FROM THE 
ZIGGURAT WILL BE THE 
SNAKES’ NEW ADVERSARIES, 
BUT WHAT IS THIS ABOUT A 

CRYSTAL? SURELY YOU 

DON’T MEAN THE CRYSTAL 

THAT RESTS BETWEEN US? 


GEM, DESTROYING 
TTS PERFECTION. 


THE RESTLESS 
SPIRIT OF THE PAST © 
WILL CHANGE THE SHAPE 

OF THE FUTURE, THE 
QUEST TO THAW HER 
HEART WILL... 


Fe, 
ENOUGH! 
ONCE AGAIN 


THE VISION 
ED, I 


HAS END 
WILL SEE NO MORE 
THIS NIGHT. z 
hos 
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IT’SS GOOD TO 
WANT. KEEPS YOU 
INGRY. 


GREETINGS, L 
IS, 4 LADY, YOU ARE a 
i fe WELL? x 
SS oo) HERE. HE IS 
7. » es.) a ASKING FOR 
: — GY / ae YOU. 


We «PGirby 
AA LL NOT FAIL 


IUED 
ty # 
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O BE CONTIN 
«ONLINE IN C 
3 OF VILLAINS. 


1LD CARD: 


y SY 


